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broken; I had no fear that day that I saw thee; yet, if the
true God think not on me now in His holy strength, these
English will bear me off and thou wilt have lost me." Then
sware Beaumanoir, by God who hung on the cross, that many
a sore stroke should first be stricken, and many a lance broken,
and many a shield pierced. With these words he grasped his
fair keen spear; all whom he smote were slain or stricken
down; yet stoutly did the English defend their own part; for
all his power they cared not a straw.
Sore was the fight, and fierce the affray; men fought on
either side like lions; and all, with one consent, besought a
truce to go drink without hindrance, each from his own bottle;
good was that wine of Anjou, I trow! When all had thus
drunken with one accord, then they returned without further
tarrying to the fight
Sore was that battle in the midst of the mead, and horrible
the affray and wild the storm on either hand ! The Bretons
had the worst, I will not lie, for two are slain and three are
prisoners, God stand their help! Now they are but five and
twenty in battle-array. But Geoffroy de la Roche demanded
his knighthood; a right noble squire of great ancestry. Then
Beaumanoir dubbed him in Saint Mary's name, saying " Fair
sweet son, now spare not thine own body; bethink thee of
him who, for honour of knighthood, fought alone and unaided
at Constantinople; and I swear by God who ruleth all that
the English shall find thy worth ere the bell ring for even-
song!"
Brambro heard that word; he prized all their puissance
and lordship at one clove of garlic. Then cried he to Beau-
manoir, ** Slay thee I will not, but I will give thee for a gift
to my leman ; for I have promised her (I lie not) that to-day
I would bring thee to her fair bower." Then answered Beau-
manoir, u I defy thee, so please it God and Saint Mary and the
good Saint Yves in whom I trust so well; cast now the die
without blenching; on thee shall be the hazard, short shall be
thy life." Alain de Carroumois lost no word of this; " False
* faitour," cried he to Brambro, "what dreamest thou there?
thinkest thou to take a man of such valour? With my body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